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Have wasted life's springtide in learning
Things long ago learnt aH in vain;

They are slow, very slow, in discerning
That book-lore and wisdom are twain.

Pale shades of a creed that was mythic,

By time or by truth overcome,
Your Delphian temples and Pythic

Are ruins deserted and dumb;
Your Muses are hushed, and your Graces

Are bruised and defaced; and your gods,
Enshrined and enthroned in high places

No longer, are powerless as clods;

By forest and streamlet, where glistened

Fair feet of the Naiads that skimmed
The shallows; where the Oreads listened,

Rose-lipped, amber-haired, marble-limbed,
No lithe forms disport in the river,

No sweet faces peer through the boughs,
Elms and beeches were silent for ever,

Ever silent the bright water flows.

(Were they duller or wiser than we are,

Those heathens of old ?   Who shall say ?
Worse or better ?   Thy wisdom, 0 ' Thea

Glaucopis,' was wise in thy day;
And the false gods alluring to evil,

That swayed reckless votaries then,
Were slain to no purpose; they revel

Recrowned in the hearts of us men.)

Dead priests of Osiris, and Isis,

And Apis ! that mystical lore,
Like a nightmare, conceived in a crisis

Of fever, is studied no more;
Dead Magian ! yon star-troop that spangles

The arch of yon firmament vast
Looks calm, like a host of white angels,

On dry dust of votaries past.